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We started his education early, under the guidance of
a perfect governess, by name Anna Heinsius, and at the
age of seven he had learnt French and German sufficiently
well not to forget them, in spite of the carelessness with
which foreign languages are treated at our public schools*
Before he was nine he went to a day school in Sloane
Street every morning, returning to Downing Street for
lunch.

One day, when we were motoring home together,
I observed a bleeding scar upon his knee. I dried
it with my handkerchief and asked him how it had
happened:

" A boy did it in a fight," he answered, " and he hurt
my head by throwing a magnifying glass at me."

I examined his curls and found a long wound matted
with blood and hair. I put my arm round him feeling I
could have killed his assailant but said nothing.

" Mother/' he asked after a pause, " if you saw two
bigger boys fighting would you try and stop them ? "

" I hope so, darling," I answered.

" But, mother," he said tentatively, " if you knew it
was no use and you would only get knocked about your-
self ? "

" I would do it all the same," I said, " as you could
never be quite sure it would be useless."

Turning to look at me, and a little hurt by my lack
of sympathy, he said:

" But suppose I was thrown violently down and lamed
for life!"

At this I drew him closer to me and said I thought God
would look after that.

A few days later when he told me he had won the
prize for light-weight boxing I was surprised, and asked
his master how it had come about,

" We do not give little boys a prize for their prowess,
Mrs. Asquith," he said, " but for their grit. Anthony
showed not only great courage but fine temper/'